














** Prompt to improve and to invite, 
‘6 We blend instruction with delight.” 
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_ POPULAR TALES. 


- To virtue if these Tales persuade, 
** Our pleasing toil is wel! repaid.” 





Shopping. 


BY MISS MARY R. MITFORD. 





convenience in the loss, the real loss, of actual 
tangible property, and been exceedingly pro- 


voked and annoyed when such property was 


restored to them ? If so, they can sympathize 
with a late unfortunate recovery, which has 
brought me to yvreat shame and = dis@race. 
There is no way of explaining my calamity but 
by telling the whole story. 

Last Friday fortnight was one of those ano- 
malies in weather with which we English peo- 
ple are visited for our sins; a day of intolerable 
wind, and insupportable dust; an equinoctial 
gale out of season; a piece of March unnatur- 
ally foisted into the very heart of May; just as 
in the almost parallel mis-arrangement of the 
English counties, one sees—perhaps out of 
compliment to this peculiarity of climate, to 
keep the weather in countenance as it were— 
a bit of Wiltshire plumped down in the very 
middle of Berkshire, whilst a great island of 
the county palatine of Durham figures in the: 
centre of canny Northumberland. Be this as. 
it may, on that remarkable windy day did I set 
forth to the good town of B——, on the femi- 
nine errand called shopping. Every lady who 
lives far in the country, and seldom visits great. 
towns, will understand the full force of that 
comprehensive word; and I had not been 
shopping for a long time: I hada dread of the 
operation, arising from a consciousness of 
weakness. lama true daughter of Eve, a 
dear lover of bargains and bright colours; and 
knowing this, have generally been wise enough 
to keep, as much as I can, out of the way of 
temptation. At last a sort of necessity arose 
for some slight purchases, in the shape of two 
new gowns from London, which cried aloud 
for making. Trimmings, ribbons, sewing-silk, | 
and Iming, all were called for. 


Che shopping | 


was inevitable, and 1 undertook the whole 
concern at once, most heroically resolving to 


| spend just so much, and no more; and half 
comforting myself that I had a full morning’s 
work of indispensable business, and should 
have no tme for extraneous extravagance. 

Have any of my readers ever found great| 


There was, to be sure, a prodigious accu- 
mulation of errands and wants. The evening 
before, they had been set down in great form, 
on a slip of paper, headed thus—* things 
wonted.”? Lo how many and various catalogues 
that tile would apply, from the red bench of 
the peer to the oaken settle of the cottager— 
from him who wants a blue ribbon to him who 


/wants bread and cheese ! My list was astound- 


ing. It was written in double columns, in an 
invisible hand; the long intractable words were 
brought into the ranks by the Procrustes mode, 
abbreviation; and, as we approached the bot- 
tom, two or three were crammed into one lot, 
clumped, asthe bean-setters say, and desig- 
nated by a sort of short-hand, a hieroglyphic 
of my own invention. In good open printing, 
my list would have cut a respectable figure as 
a catalogue too; for, as I bad a given sum to 
carry to market, I amused myself with calcue 


lating the proper and probable cost of every 


article ; in which process I most egregiously 
cheated the shopkeeperand myself, by copying 
with the credulity of hope, from the puffs in 
newspapers, and expecting to buy fine solid 
wearable goods, at advertising prices. In this 
way | stretched my money a great deal farther 
than it would go, and swelled my catalogue 5 
so that, at last, in spite of compression and 
shorthand, I had no room for another word, 
and was obliged to crowd several small but 
important articles, such as cotton, laces, pins, 
needles, shoestrings, &c. jnto that very irreg- 
ular and disorderly store-house—that place 
where most things de posite d are lost—mry 
memory, by courtesy, $9 called. 
The written list was safely con signed, will 

a well-filled purse, 0 my usual repository, a 
black velvet bay; and, the next morning, I 


and my bagy with its nicely-belanced centents 
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of wants and moncy, were safely conveyed ina 
little open carriage to the good town of B 
There I dismounted, and began to bargain most 
vigourously, visiting the cheapest sheps, 
cheapening the cheapest articles, yet wisely 
buying the strongest and the best; a little 





astonished at first. to find every thing so much. 
dearer then I] had set it down, yet soon recon-| 


ciled to this misfortune by the magical influ- 
ence which shopping possesses over a woman’s 
fancy—all the sooner reconciled, as the moni- 
tory list lay unlooked at, and unthought of, in 
its grave receptacle, the black velvet bag. On 
i went, with an air of cheerful business, of 
happy importance, till my money began to wax 
small. Certain small aberrations had occurred 
too, in my economy. One article that had 
happened. by rare accident, to be below my 


calculation, and, indeed, below any calculation, | 
‘could be brought round; it was swelled with 


calico, at ninepence—fine, thick, strong, wide 
calico. at ninepence!—did ever man hear of 
any thing so cheap ?—absolutely enchanted 
me, and I took the whole piece: then, after 
buying for M. a gown, according to order, | 
sawone that I liked better and bought that 
too Then I fell in love, was actually captiva- 

ted by a sky-blue sash and handkerchief—not 
the poor, thin, greeny coleur which usually 
passes under that dishonoured name, but the 
rich, full tint of the noon-day sky : and a cap- 
ribbon, really pink, that might have vied with, 
the inside leaves of a moss-rose. Then, ip 
hunting afier cheapness, I got into obscure 
shops, where, not finding what I asked for, 1 
was fain to take something that they had,| 
purely to muke a proper compensation for the 


‘were safely stowed in the pony-chaise, which 


. had much ado to hold us, my little black bag 
nn 


lying, as usual, in my lap; when, as we as- 
cended the steep hill out of B »a sudden 
puff of wind took at once my cottage-bonnet 
and my large cloak, blew the bonnet off my 
head, so that it hung behind me, suspended by 
the ribbon, and fairly snapped the string of the 
cloak, which flew away, much in the style 
of John Gilpin’s, renowned in story. My 





comp:nion pitying my plight, exerted himself 


menfully to reguin the fly-awsy garments, 
shoved the head into the bonnet, or the bonnet 
over the head—I do not know which phrase 
best describes the manceuvre—with one hand, 
and recovered the refractory closk with the 
other. This last exploit was certainly the 
most difficult. It is wonderful what a tug he 
was forced to give, before that obstinate cloak 


the wind like a bladder, animated, so to say, 
like a living thing, and threatened to carry 
pony, and chaise, and riders, and packages, 
backward down the bill, as if it had been a sail, 
and weaship. At last the contumacious gar- 
ment was mastered. We righted; and, by 
dint of sitting sideways, and turning my back 
on my kind comrade, 1 got home without any 
further damage than the loss of my bag, which, 
though not missed before the chaise had been 
unladen, had undoubtedly gone by the board in 


the gale; and I lamented my old and trusty 


companion, without in the least foreseeing the 

use it would probably be of to my reputation. 
Immediately afier dinner—for in all cases, 

even when one has bargains to show, dinner 


trouble of lugging out drawers, and answering must be discussed—I produced my purchases, 
questions. Lastly, | was fairly coaxed into They were much admired; and the quantity, 
some articles by the irresistibility of the sel-; when spread out in our little room, being 
lers—-by the demure and truth-teliing look of alvogether duzziing, and the quality satisfactory, 
a pretty queker, who could almost have per-'the cheapness was never doubled. Every 
suaded the head off one’s shoulders, and who body thought the bargains were exactly such 
did persuade me that ell-wide muslin would, as 1 meant to get—for nobody calculated ; and 
go as far as yi ardeand a-hall; and by the fluent’ the bills being really lost in the bug, and the 
in.spudence of a lying shopman, who, under) particular prices just as much lost in my mem- 
cover of a well-darkened window, affirmed on!ory—the ninepenny calico was the only article 
his honour, that bis brown satin was a perfect, whose cost occurred to me—I passed, without 
match to my green pattern, and forced the/telling any thing like a fil, merely by a discrect 
suid satin down my throat accordingly. With, silence, for the best and thriftiest: bargainer 
these helps, my money melted all too faust: mp roe ever went shopping. After some time 
half past five my purse was entirely empty j;spent very pleasantly, in admiration on one 
and, as shopping with an empty purse has by | ‘side, and display on the other, we were inter- 
no means the relish and savour of shopping rupted by the Cemand for some of the litle 
with a full one, 1 was quite willing and ready articles which Thad forgotten. “ The sewing. 
to go home to dinner, pleased as a child with silk, please, ma‘’am, for my mistress’s gown.” 
my purchases, and wholly unsuspecting the * Sewing-silk! L don’t know—look about.” 
sins of omission, the errands unperformed, Ab, she might look long enough ! no sewing- 
which were the natural result of my unconsult-|silk was there. Very strange!” Presently 
ed memoranda and my treacherous memory. j|came ner inquiries—“ Where’s the tape, 
tiome [ returned, abappy and proud woman Mary?” * The tape 1"? & Yes my dear; and 
wise in my own conceit, a thrifty fashion-mon- the condos pins, cotton, stay-laces, bout-laces ;’ 
per, laden, like a pedlar, with huge packages) the bobbin, the ferret, shirt-buttons, shoe- 
in stout brown holland, tied up with whipcord,| strings ?? quoth she of the sewing-silk, taking 
and genteel littie parcels, pepered and pack-|up the cry; and forthwith began a search as 
threaded in shopmunlike style. At Jast we bustling, as active, and us yain, as that of our 
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vld spaniel, Brush, afer a hare that has stolen! paper of pins, or to remember the cost of a 


uway from her form. 
desisted from her rummage—* Without doubt} 
ma’am,they are in the reticule, and all lost,” said | 
she, ina very pathetic tone. * Really,” cried 1,a} 
little conscience stricken, “ 1 don’t recollect ; | 
perhaps | might foryet.” “ Depend on it, my | 
love, that Harriet’s right,” interrupted one! 
whose interruptions are always kind; * those | 
are just the little articles that people put in| 
reticules, and you never could forget so many | 
things ; besides, you wrote them down.” 1) 
don’t know—I am not sure’—but I was not) 
listened to; Harriet’s conjecture had been 
metamo!phosed into a certainty ; all my sins 
of omission were stowed in the reticule ; and 
before bed time, the little black bag held for- 
gotten things enough to fiil a sack. 

Never was reticule lamented so by all but! 
its owner; a boy was immediately despatched | 
to look for it, and on his returning empty- 
handed, there wos evena talk of having it cried. 
My care, on the other hond, was all directed! 
to prevent its being found. I hid had the 
rood luck to lose itin a suburb of B. renowned 
or filching, and J remembered that the strect. 
was, at that moment, full of people: the bag! 
did ectually contain more than enough to tempt 
those who were naturally disposed to steal for 
stealing’s sake; so l went to bed, in the com- 
fortuble assurance that It was vone forever. 
But there is nothing certain Io this world—not | 
even a thiel’s dishonesty. Two old women 
who had pounced at once on my valuable pro- 
petty, quarreiled about the plunder, and one of) 
them. in a tof resentment at being cheated in 
her share, wentto the meyor of B. and in- 
formed against her companion. ‘The mayor 
an intelligent ond active magistrate, imanedi-| 
ately took the disputed bag, and all lis contents, 
into his own possession; and as he is also a 
man of great politeness, he restored it as soon 
us possible to the tivht owner. The very 
first thing that suluted my eycs, when | awoke 
in the morning, was a note from Mr. Mayor,! 
with a sealed packet. Phe fatal truth was 
visible; 1 had recovered my reticule, and lost! 
my reputation. There it lay, that identical! 
black bag, “ith its name-tickets, its cambric | 
handkerchief, its empty purse, its unconsulted | 
Jist, its thirteen bilis, and its two Ietrers; one’ 
from a good sort of lidy-farmer, inquiring the | 
character of a covuk, with halfa seunet written! 
on the blank pages; the other from a literary | 
friend, contsining a critique on the plot of a) 
play, advising me not to kill the king too soon, 
with other good counsel, such a3 might, ifour) 
mayor had not been a man of sagacity, have, 
sent a poor authoress to the tower, That) 
ealastrophe would hardly have been worse than | 
the real one. Ali my omissions have been| 
fuund out. My price-list has been compared | 
with the bills. 1 have forfeited my credit for) 
bargaining. Lam become a by-word for for- | 
getting. Nobody trusts me to purchase a’ 





& 
‘ 
* 


At last she suddenly| penny ribbon, 


Tama lost woman. My reti- 
reticule has come back, but my fame is gone. 





FROM THE LA BELLE ASSEMBLEE, 


Weuvictta of Prauce. 

“ Marked you the handsome Englishman, 
maidens?” said a lovely female,suddenly raising 
her form from the velvet cushions on which she 
had been reclining, to a small coterie of young 
women, one of whom immediately replied— 

* By ’r lady an’ I had not, the description 
these silly maidens gave of him, one to another, 
would have moved St. Bridget herself to love.” 

* Peace, Maguire,” replied the same silvery 
tones that had first spoken; * know you who 
he is ¢”” 

Noble lady, I. do not, but a knight of no 
small degree, for he hath a marvellously noble 
smooth spoken ’squire with whom [ held a 


trifling converse this evening: he would, no 


doubt, remove the fair Henrietta’s ignorance. 
By my troth, the ’squire might be Prince 
Charles himself.” 

* Tush, Maguire! dismiss these maidens, I 
would be alone with thee,” responded the Prin- 
cess. 

The maidens had scarcely retired, when 
Henrietta, leaning back on her couch, whis- 
pered to the arch-looking, but silent Maguire—« 


 Muguire, should you meet the ’squire again, 


question him of his master’s rank; but you 
need not mention who willed you to do so.” 

“ No, lady. I had promised to listen toa few 
words from him tonight. I will then question 
him, as well concerning his master’s, as his 
own rank,’? 

* Maguire, b 
lion? 

* Tody, Lwillon!y question him of his master, 
you know that cannot be wrong,” said Maguire, 
her bright eyes dancing with mischief under 
her raised brows, speaking truths themselves, 


e wary of this man’s conversa 


and drawing truth from the now blushing Hen- 


rietla, 

* Wild, silly girl, touch thy lute. 
mantic mind will lead thee astrsy.” 

Maguire instantly swept the strings ofher 
lute to a merry tune of chivalry and love, but 
her fair mistress’s mind was not attuned to 
mirth, and she turned pettisbly to her, saying— 

* Cease thy trifling, [ ike not such childish 
ways.” ‘Lhen, quickly recovering her usual 
urbanity of manner, she smilingly continued— 
* But, go, thy mirthful strains, and witching 
eyes, are sadiy wasted on our presence, and by 
the Holy Virgin I will arratgn this said ’squire 
for depriving me of my minstrel.” 

* Then, fare thee well, :oyal lady, doubt not 
my abilities in cross questioning, till Ll return 
to thee with the wished-for news.” 

‘“ Farewell! summon my tire women, I wilt 
to my couch, for 1 feel sadly fatigued.” 

The tire women were summoned, ar 
guire casting onc more laughing glance on ber 


That ro- 


id Ma 








. 
‘ 
] 





156 


joved mistress, disappeared through the long 
door into a garden, humming the tune she had 
begun to the fanciful Henrietta; ull at length 
she was answered from one of the portals of 
the castle in the same strain, only in a bolder 
voice. 

‘* Here, by the holy saints! I began to curse 
my believing heart, when the promised hour 
struck, that had made me vain enough to think 
those mischievous eyes had told truth, when 
they looked on me with fsyour.” 

* Looked on you with favour—on a stranger? 
No, marry, if you would be looked on with 
favour, I must know your name.” 

* And so you shall. but I must breathe it on 
those ripe lips,” and he proceeded to put his 
promise in practice. but Maguire, with one 
bound, was some yards from his outstretched 
arm, when she replied, firmly— 

* Come not near me! keep thy distance. boid 
one, or as this is our first meeting, it shall be 
our last. One step nearer, and I am gone.” 

The cavalier’s almost contemptuous curl of 
the lip, and licentious glare of the eye. did not 
bespeak him to be the unassuming character 
his first speech would have made him Bat 
the curled lip and glaring eye were quickly 
repressed, as he again spoke— 

‘* Nearer I must come, for my name is not 
to be proclaimed in this place, but must be 
whispered even in thy ear, nor go beyond it— 
yet glance not again such lightning, by ’r lady, 
it hath seared my heart. But, tell me first, 
hast thou not a name ?”” 

‘“ I need not fear to tell thee mine, since 
shame has never yet touchedit. ’lis Maguire.” 

It would have been difficult to cefine the 
expression of his 
this last sentence, but it seemed to be a com- 
pound of triumph and doubt, if she might be 
able to suy this long. However, be it as it may, 
his voice had still the same insinuating tone as 
before, when he exclaimed— 

** Now, by my soul, 1 know not if I ought to 
tell thee.”? bui—he drew close to her, and 
whispered the remainder. Maguire started, 


as he did so, threw her cloak close round her, | 


as though with an intention of departing, yet 
she stiil lingered, her voice trembling as she 
asked— 

“ Then, whom is it you call master ?”’ 

* That sweetest, is not mine to tell.” 

* Farewell, then, we meet not again, if I had 
known to whom | had given my word to meet 
at this hour, we had not met.” 

‘© Nay, we do not partthus.”” The fairest of 
England’s dames do not scorn me, yet, believe 
I would not have done as much forthem. 1 
will tell thee whom I call master, but mind, it 
goes not beyond you. Question for question, 
you know, is all fair, tell me, then, is it for your 
fuir mistress, the lovely Henrietta you ask ?” 

* Can you not answer a fai: lady’s question, 
but you must be paid for it? I will not answer 
thee, dallier.” 


features, as she concluded | 


“ Yet,’tis said a Woman cannot keep a secret 
—if’twere not dark, | would read it in thine 
eyes, Butthou shalt know his name, too, and 
‘then, mayhap, thou wilt not be so chary of thy 
words, sweet one.” And again he drew nigh 
her, and whispered, and again she started and 
exclaimed— 

“ Ah t” 

“ Tis even so,” he replied, to her exclama- 
tion, ** and now wilt thou not let me press thy 
sweet cheek? and I will tell thee, too, that it 
is not only thy lady that loves; it is revurned.”’ 

‘© Then, our Holy Lady bless thee for that 
news,” replied the affectionate hearted French 
girl, and she held towards him the prettiest 
hand, as he said, he had ever pressed to his 
lips. 

* And now, Monsieur, we part-—” 

*“ To meet again, when!” 

* I know not,” and away she bounded, light 
as a fairy, to her mistress’s room. 

“ By —, this girl hath moved me to some 
‘purpose. Why, what a poltroon am I turning 
toma blabber, too—but 1 am deceived if those 
black eyes do not love mischief too well to tell 
'Henrietta what she knows; an’ if she does, 
| what matters—only ‘twill spoil all his plans: 
and to a love-sick. romantic boy, this would be 
vexatious—let it go as it will, 1 care not, so I 
can still make women believe themselves an- 
gels, while | know them to be fools.” 

Thus he soliloquized, as he turned towards 
the gay city, in a jeering, self-satisfied tone, 
and stopped at a dirty, low looking house, 
which, from the number of voices, and lighted 
windows, seemed to be an hotel; and as he 
‘ascended the narrow creaking stairs, and open- 
ec the door of a roomat their head, he chuckled 
to himself, and even when he had entered it, 
and stood before a second person, he was min- 
‘utes ere he composed his features to their 
‘usually sly, daring look. 

“ Ay, dallier, is it you? where hast been, 
now, hunting out the prettiest damsels of merry 

France? You look merry—canst thou not pour 
ithe mirthful subject into our ears?” 
The speaker appeared of noble birth and 
,handsome person, and there was a sort of 
‘mournful persuasiveness in his eyes and man- 
ners, that made him still more interesting to 
the beholder. A smile of the sweetest mean- 
ing curved his cheeks, and lighted his deep 
blue eyes, as his companion, in a half audible 
whisper, communicated his news. 

“ Sayest thou true !”? he exclaimed, * then 
by my hopes of heaven, we will no further.” 

“ Stay,” replied bis companion, * that will 
not do—we must finish our journey.” 

* Well! be it as thou wilt,” said the other 
mildly, and they separated. 

W hen Maguire entered the palace, she found 
her mistress had retired, but morning had 
scarcely lifted her dusky eyelid, when she was 
summoned to the side of her couch. She en- 














tered with the same sweet laugh daneing in her 
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eyes, and dimpling her cheeks, and the same 
arch elevated brow, but she spoke not. 

“ Maguire!” 

“ Yes, Madame!” answered that lover of 
mischief. 

“ Last night—” 

6 What, lacy 2” 

“ Provoking virl ! you know for what purpose | 
you left me. Explain, then, what you learnt.” 

* Royal Henrietta, 1 grieve to tell, 1 cannot 
give you his name, but— 

“ How, Maguire=so taken up with thine own 
silly fancy, that thou couldst not do this little | 
errand? By the Holy Virgin we must part.” 

Oh, no, lady !” replied Maguire, as she 
stood weeping at her mistress’s side ; ** no, vou, 
took me because | was an orphan, keep me 
then for the same cause; whither should | go, 
were I to leave you? Forgive me!” 

*“ Tush, Mavuire I did not mean it, thou 
weak heurted girl ; but teli what you learnt.” 

* T connot ‘eli you more than that he is of. 
noble birth, and untarnished courage.” 

* Dost thou know his name {” 

6 Lady, L do, but I gave a promise not to 
reveal it.” 

“ Then, what use was the learning it, girl?” 

* T could then tell you if you might receive 
his advances asa true knight—and, lady, thou, 
mayest—”’ 

* Tush! I wanted not to know that—did you 
learn the ‘squire’s name ?” 

“ Yes,” excluimed Maguire, her face and 
neck blushing a scarlet that seemed to dry her 
tears, for her eyes were again flashing mirth. 
“Yes! and by my troth, he might be Prince 
Charles himself,” she continued, casting a keen’ 
glance on her mistress, but she read nothing: 
there. 

*“ What makes thy silly head run on Prince 
Charles, thinkest thou he would come in dis- 
guise to woo our maidens ?” 

There was a tone of pique in her voice, as 
she said so, which Meguire easily discovered. | 

* No, lady, but L had hoped his master might | 


| 


have turned out some such person,’’she replied, | 
* And he is not? Maguire, this was one of 
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THE TRAVELLER. 


a edt 





——— -_ —_— 


Wiews at the Test. 


In atour to the western part of the state of 


New-York and to the eastern borders of Upper 


Canada, there are a thousand views that strike 


‘the eye as sublimely grand or beautifully pic- 


turesque—an hundred precipices, formed when 
the earth was shaken and rent by the convul- 


sions of nature—numberless deep mouthed 


caverns, which have yawned for a period that 
even the imagination cannot comprehend, elicit 
our wonder at their magnitude, and our aston- 
ishment at the combination of circumstances 


‘that created them. On mountain points of 


granite, one, two or three hundred feet above 
the level of the sea, are found embedded ma- 
rine shells, and petrified fishes, while the cran- 


‘nies and breaches in their rugged bed, give 
‘almost positive evidence of their having been 


once the bottom of an ocean of salt water; and 


prove them to be standing monuments of the 


dominion which sea once held over this conti- 
nent. Added to these, are more and nobler 
waterfalls than can be found within the same 


‘compass in the known world—at their head the 


mighty Niagara, which has rolled its mountain 
torrent from time immemorial,exciting the fear 
and the admiration of the world; more noble 
than any other natural wonder because more 
terlible—comparing with nothing which the 
eye has seen or the ear heard; even the lofty 
Andes, whose base basks in perpetual summer, 
whose zone is bound with the girdle of ever- 


lasting spring, and whose summit shoots up 


into the region of perpetual winter, excites 
not the awe of this ocean of falling water—for 
the mountain is still, while the cataract, like a 
living monster rushes onward, onward forever, 
licking from its banks rocks and trees, and 


swallowing the soil over which it flows. 


But among a thousand other scenes which 
attract the attention of the strangey, there is 





your romantic moments; how could you ima-|none which comes up, in point of beauty andof 
gine Prince Churles would be here, when he grandeur, to the view from Brock’s monument 
is contracted to the Infanta of Spain? an’ ifhe;on Queenstown Heights, the place where 
were, would he come disguised to our court,; American infantry ascended an almost per- 
when his own rank would insure him a wel-' pendicular bill and routed the veteran troops of 
come? ‘This time, Maguire, thou seest how England commanded by Brock, leaving the 
silly thy fanciful head mukes thee,but 1 hope yet General dead upon the field. The monument 
1 may know the rank of this unknown knight./of granite, is placed upon the highest emi- 
Yet 1 would not have thee break thy promise.” | nence, about a quarter of a mile to the south- 
* 1 cannot, Madame.” | ward of Queenstown village, and about a dozen 

‘© | would not wish thee, Maguire; but thou! rods from the spot where the man whom it 
wilt yet sce thy favoured ’squire again—thou! was intended to commemorate, was killed. 
must then see what thou canst do.” ‘It is about one hundred feet high, a plain shaft 
* Lady, I will. 1 wish thee pleasant rest,’’| upona square pedestal, its top relieved by a cap 
said Maguire, and proceeded to her own room ;/of the corinthian order, From the top of this 
but as she closed her lady’s door, she heard a| monument, the traveller has one of the richest 
deep drawn sich. views atthe west—towards the eust lies the 
(Concluded in our next’) low lands ef New-York, for seventy miles a 











155 


water level—covered with green hemlocks,;moment with the wild earnestness of wn ap- 
whose tops appear as smooth and as level as a prouching frenzy, he seized him by the shoul- 
carpet, with here and there a rent in the dense | der, and forcing him into the pit, immersed 
forest which the axe of the emigrant has made| him several times in the water, (the usual 
to diversify the landscape—it is a dark green} practice of his master, with his more desperate 
as far as the eye canrcach, mile added to mile of | patients.) Having thus ducked him, he led 
inundated lowland, which bears only the tall/ him back to the door.  Hark’ye my fvicnd,” 
forest tree, shooting up far into the air like the! said he, dismissing him, “ take my advice, and 
cedars of Lebanon, but with their branches; make all possible haste from this house—for, 
shadowing that pestilence that walketh upon, should our master come home, he’ll drown you 
the night air. At your feet lays the village of] but what he will cure you.” 

Queenstown, its houses falling about the ears 
ef their tenunts—while still further down the Gating. 

liver stands a fort on one of the strony poirts} A few evenings ago I was passing through 
of the lines, its flag-staif and its white barrack-/ (he saloon with a fiiend, who was an adept in 
house gilded with the lust rays of a declining | all the mysteries of the gaming establishment. 
sun. Parther towards the south is seen in the} We had walked round the circular tables, when 
verge of the horizon the columnofspray thrown] our attention was arrested by the moans of 
up by the Cataract, which like a giant towered | some fiyure, stretched out on a sofa, in a dark 
fur above the dark scenery in its neighbor hood ;!corner. The lurid gleam which now and thea 
while westward,over the sterile Canadian lands,| flushed froma lamp on the features of this un- 
the imagination of the guzer wanders, f:0m | fortunate, presented one of the most awful 
hamlet to hamlet, and from village to village, pictures of despair, that ever convulsed the 
until it ts lost ina trackless wilderness ofdense| human countenance. The ghastly paleness of 
, wood and barren heath. Across the river! his face. was fearfully contrasted by the jetty 











j opposite Queenstown, is seen the American! blackness of his locks, which were clustered 
} village of Lewiston, and when the eye leaves! aboui his brow. The sight was appalling, but 
Ay the Canadian shore, and rests upon this thri-! we were fixed tothe spot by the interest which 
; ving town, the difference in the appearence of) the hapless victim excited. We at length, 
if the two places is as apparent as itis wonderful.) overcome by our feelings, walked away, and 
4 Lewiston is one of the pretticst places we! ay we were turning down the dark steps which 
1) ever saw, made up of neat wooden buildings! jed to a solitary lune, we observed an object 
te generally paintea white ; while the Censdian! wiiding by us in the greatest agitation. It was 
i} village, not more than a stone’s throw removed, the wretched man whom we had just been 
has the appearance of having been recently contemplating. He stopped short, and ex- 


ie}! sit i! + . “nic! at ’ : P . . 
visiicd witha pestilence. So much foi Our cluimed—* young gentlemen, if you will be 











if institutions under a free government. iruled by my dreadful experience, never again 

eres — ad enter that infernal door; 1 have this nicht lost 
NZISCELLANEOWS. ithe last particle of an immense fortune, and 
; as ' [nothing now remains for me but death.” 
= Variety we still pursue, - | There was something peculiarly impressive in 
5 ‘In pleasure seck for something new. gE hers. 

sesnelaaiaiciintoniaianiniie ——_——_———— | the tones of his voice— 

SAAT HAN any Sportsman, * Whose sound, though I should linger out more years 

A physician of Milan, who understood the, Than wretch oer told, can never leave my ones. , 
if cure of madmen, bad a pit of water in bis house.) He rushed into the darkest part of the long 


in which he kept his patients, some up to the! avenue, and soon afterwards the explosion of a 
knees, some tothe girdle, and some to the chin. pistol told us the finale of his tragic tale. 
according to the rrester or lesser degree of 

3 madness with which they were affected. One! Indian Wit.—Some fifty or sixty years ago, 
4 of the madmen, who was on the point of his an Indian, celebrated for his cunning, went 
recovery, happening to be standing at the into a tavern in Brookfield, in this state, and 
house-door, saw a young nobleman pass, with) told the landlord, (Capt. H.) that he had been 
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M his hawk upon his fist, well-mounted with the huntung, had killed a fine fat deer, and if he 
usual equipage of hawking-dogs, falconers, &c.; would give hima quart of ram he should have 
it behind hin. The madman demanded to it Capt. H. immediately measured out the 
i know to what use was this preparation, und rum, and inguired where he was to look for 
‘y was courtcously answered to kill certain birds. the deer. © Well,” said the Indian, wil, ou 
é ‘And how much,” said the madman, “may know where broad mezdow be! + Yes. 


be the worth of all the fowls you killin a year: “* Well, you know where the big marked maple 
Yhe nobleman replied, “five or ten crowns,” tree be?” “Yes’® © Well—there lics the 
And what,” said the madm4n “may your/deer.” The Indian pursued his journey, and 
hawks, spaniels, horses, &c. stand you in the Capt H. went to look for the deer, but found 
year?’ * About five thousand crowns,” replied | the Indian had cheated him, there being neith- 
the genticman. ‘Five thousand crowns !”)er a deer nor ahy appearance of there having 
replicd the madman; and gezing at him a|beenone. Some time after, the Landlord met 
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the Indian, and violently accused him of de-| 
ception. After hearing his invective for some. 
time, the son of the forest inquired, * You find | 
broad meadow ?” * Yes.” “And big muple £”’| 
“And deer too?” & No” Very) 
rood! Twotruth to one lic; that very good, 
for poor Ladi | 


tes Yes 9 


an {”? 





A young men one day brought Diderot a 
manuscript which he requested him to cor- 
rect- He then left the house end returned 
some days afier. The manuscript was, 
fact, a furious sutire against Diderot. * Sir,” 
said the latter to the young man, “ I don’t 
know you: J cannot have injured you; what 
is the secret of your conduct!” The secret 
was the poverty of the writer. He expected 
that Diderot would give him a few louis for 
the suppression of the satire, but the philoso- 
pher gave him something better. ‘ Go” 
suid he.“ tothe Duke of Orleans—he is at 5. 
Genevieve—he hates me because he is a bi- 
got. Dedicate your satire to him; he will 
succour you.” ‘Phe young man thought the) 
counsel sensible enough, but he did not know 
how to manage the dedication. Diderot re- 
leased him from this difficulty. Sit down,” 
said he, * Vil do itfor you.” The satirist ac- 
cepted of this offer, got the dedication and 
made his bow. He then proceeded to the 
mansion of the Duke, who gave him five and 
twenty louis, with which he returned thanks 
to the generous and complaisant philosopher. 


. 
‘ 
at 





Dr. Parr, who is celebrated equally for his 
agreeable speeches to the fair sex, us he ts 
severe at times to the other, hearing a young 
man, one day, in company say, “ Doctor, I was 
a pupil of yours; peihaps you do not recollect 
me; and! can say what few of your pupils ever! 
could, I never was floyxged by you in my life.” 
“You are right, Jemmy,” exclaimed the Doc- 
tor, * | never was yet known to throw a flogging 


away—1 never floy ged a fool in my life.” | 





! 
If there be a pleasure on earth which angels 
cannot enjoy, and which they might almost 
envy man the possession of, itis the power of 
relieving distress. Ifthere be a pain which 
devils might pity man for enduring, iis the 
death-bed reflection that we have possessed the 
power of doing good, but that we have abused 
and perverted it to purposes of ill. Lacon. 
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LITERARY PREMIUMS. 

The Publisher of the Runa. Reposrrory, desirous 
of rendering the next volume still more worthy than the 
present, of the libe:al patronage the publication has 





received, and still continues to receive, offers the follow- 
ing Premiuins :— 
For the best Original Tale, Ten DoLians; 
For the second best,ac ymplete set of tae Licpositor vs] 


elegantly bound and gilt ; 


to a piece entitled to one of the prizes. 


the late John Lime: 


For the best Original Poem, not exceeding eighiv¥ 
lines, Tuner Doniiars; 

“or the second best, a set of Sturm’s Reflections, 
bound and gilt. 

Communications intended for the prizes must be die 
rected (post paid) to William B. Stoddard, Hudson, N.Y. 
and forwarded previous to the first of May next—each 
enclosing a sealed envelope of the name and residence 
of the writer, which will not be opened, except attacbed 
The merits of 
the pieces will be determined by a Committee of Literary 
Gentlemen selected for the purpose. 

l=° Publishersof papers, with whom we erchangs will 
confer a favour by giving the above a few insertions. 


A New Periodical. —N. P. Willis, editor of the 
“Token” and ‘* Legendary,” and extensively known as 
the author of the beautiful poetical effusions under the 
signature of * Roy,” which have been so generally adini- 
red, has issued proposals for publishing a monthly work 
to be calledthe ‘** American Monthly Magazine,”"— 
price $5 per annum, the first number to appear in April. 
Willis is a fine writer, and with the aid of several bighly 
gifted individuals who it is said have promised to take 
an interest in the forthcoming work, we are persuaded 
it cannot fail of both meriting and receiving the patron 
age of a discerning public. 





The Western Wanderer.—This is the title of a semi- 
monthly miscellany published in the village of Rochester 
by a society of youngmen. It is a neat little paper, and 
the design for which it has been got up, truly praise- 
worthy; it being, to use the language of the publishers; 

‘* ¢ To raise the genius and to cheer the heart,’ 


to excite a taste for literature, and to impress on the 
public mind moral truths—to afford to the yet unfledged 
aspirant for literary renown a channel of communicating 
his thoughts to the public, and of exercising his talents 
in the production of original compositions." —We wish 
the Wanderer success. May its patrons increase with 
its peregrinations—not patrons in word, but in deed; 
for prompt payment is the life of a paper, and subscribers 
inerely in paine, who are content to be amused free of 
expense, dre worse than none. 


HUDSON FORUM, 

Will meet at the. Court-House on Wednesday Eve- 
ning the 4th of March, at 7 o'clock, and discuss the 
following question.—“ Has despotism produced more 
misery in the world than intemperance 2?” 

Au Addiess will be delivered by Mr. John Snyder, 

MARRIED, 

At Clermont, on the 10th inst. by the Rey. Dr. A. 
Wackenhagen, Col. James O, Brodhead to Miss Caro- 
line, daughter of the Rev. Dr. A. Wackenhazen. 

On the Sth inst. in North Guilford, Ct. by the Rev. Mr. 
Whitirore, Me. Ezekiel Butler, jun. merchant of Flud- 
son, to Miss Lois Bartlet, of the forme: 

In Bri igetown, N. ws 
the West Jersey Observer, 


place. 
Robert Johnson, Esq. editor of 


Miss Ruth Caught of 


+ 
] 
ac 3 


el 
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DIED, 
On board the United States frigate Tlocson, at Rie 
de Janeiro, outhe 8th Dec. last, in the 2th vear of 
‘+, midshipinan Charles Root, eldest son of Krastus 
Root of Delhi, New-York 
At Moutpetier, Va. onthe Ith ult. Mrs. Eleanor 
Vadison, the venerated parent of our bx-President. 
In New-York, on the 18th inst. Mrs. Hannah, relict 


of the late Gov. Danie! D. ‘Tomphk ins. 


At Canajoharie, of a censumption, Mr. Henry 
foochkerk, in the 234 year of his age, late Editor and 
Publisher of the Canajoharie Tel graph. 


Hfartford, Conn. on the 6th inst. Mrs. Noaini 
}? ’ o ’ 


LLQU an WCile 























aa ae mere > wm 





POETRY. 








FOR THE RURAL REPOSITORY, 
TO MISS E s—.. 
Ob lady! think not for a word 
I could my dearest friend forget ; 
Oh, no! thou hast my warm regard— 
Eliza is remembered yet. 
My gloomy spirits, she has soothed, 
When clouds of sorrow did oppress, 
And won me back from solitude 
To social joy and happiness. 
Think not then for one slight word, 
Her worth and kindness lil forget ; 
Oh, lady! no, I never could— 
Eliza is remembered yet. 





Soon I shall leave my native ville, 
To wander in a foreign clime; 
But then thy image ever will, 
Eliza, be my favourite theme. 
And when my thoughts on fancy’s wing 
Shall, busy, cull from grief the flowers 
A rich garland they shal! bring, 
Ot these bright, happy, sun-lit hours. 
And when my days of grief shall end— 
My sun in sorrow shall have set; 
With latest prayer, shall then ascend— 
Eliza is remembered yet. L. W. 


FOR THE RURAL REPOSITORY. 
THE PARTING HOUR. 
Ah! who can paint the parting hour, 
That fills the heart with sadness, 
While lingering near the halls, the bower, 
Once scenes of mirth and gladness. 
But so it is—’twas ever so; 
The joys we fondly cherish, 
Are severed by the parting blow, 
And left behind to perish. T. T. 


FROM THE WINTER'S WREATH. 
“TiS HOMEW HERE’ER THE HEARTIS, 
Tis home where’er the heart is, 
Where’er its loved ones dwell, 
In cities or in cottages, 
Throng’d haunts or mossy dell, 
The heart's a rover ever ; 
And thuson wave and wild, 
The maiden with her lover walks, 
The mother with her child, 
*T is bright where’er the heart is, 
It’s fairy spells can bring 
Fresh fountains to the wilderness, 
And to the desert—spring, 
There are green isles in each ocean, 
O’er which affection glides ; 
And a haven on each shore, 
When Love’s the star that guides, 
Tis free where’er the heart is, 
Nor chains; nor dungeon dim, 
Blay check the mind's aspirings, 
The spirit’s pealing hymn ' 
Che heart gives life its beauty, 
Its glory and its power,— 
‘Tis sunlight to its rippling streain, 
And soit dew to its lower; 


MELODY. 
BY W. LEGGETT. 

If yon bright stars which gem the night, 

Be each a blissful dwelling sphere, 
Where kindred spirits reunite, 

Whom death has torn asunder here 
Hlow sweet it were at once to die, 

And leave this blighted orb afar ! 
Mix soul and soul to cleave the sky. 

And soar away from star to star! 


But oh! how dark, how drear and Jone, 
W ould seem the brightest world of bliss 
If wandering through each radiant one, 
We failed to find the loved of this ! 
If there no more the ties shall twine, 
That death’s cold hand alone can sever, 
Ah! then, those stars in mockery shine, 
More hateful, as they shine forever ! 
It cannot be: each hope, and fear, 
That lights the eye, or clouds the brow, 
Proclaims there is a happier sphere 
Than this bleak worid that holds us now 
There is a voice which sorrow hears, 
When heaviest weighs life’s galling chain 
’Tis Heaven that whispers—“ dry thy tears, 
The pure in heart shall meet again.” 








ENIGIMAS. 
** And justly the wise man thus preached to us all, 
** Despise not the value of things that are small,” 


ee 


Answer to the PUZZLES in our last. 
PuzzuE 1.— Lavish. 


Puzz.LeE 11.— Noblesse. 


NEW PUZZLES. 
I. 
Take two sixths of a Gun, rathersmall of its kind, 
Though in war it is often of use, 
And half of an instrument used by the hand 
To gather in harvest produce. 


Then join both together, and you will perceive 
An art that is nearly Divine ; 
To a heart sympathetic “twill certainly give 
A far greater pleasure than wine. 
It. 
I am useful in building—am produced by earth, 
And accompany man from the moment of birth— 
Though sometimes man will hide me for many long year's, 
He will always display me where’er he appears. 





PRINTING. 
Books, Pamphlets, Checks, Cards, Blanks, Hand- 


bills, &c. &c. neatly and expeditiously executed at this 
office upon reasonable terms. 





i> Persons wishing to subscribe for the 5th volume of 
the Repository, can be supplied with the previous num- 
bers. We have now on hand and for sale, the Ist, 3d and 
4th volumes One Dollar will be given for the 2d volume 
at this office. 

Agents and others who have not forwarded the amounf 


of their subscriptions are respectfully requested to do it 
without delay. 





RURAL REPOSITORY. 


Is printed and published every other Saturday at One 
Dollar per annum,payable inadvance, by WILLIAM 
B. STODDARD, at Ashbel Stoddard’s Printing Office 
and Book Store, No. 135, Corner of Warren and 
Third Streets, Hudson—where communications may 
be left,or transmitted through the post office. 

| CF All Orders and Communications must be post paid 

+ to receive attention, 














